THE DEUX-VILLBS THEATRE

Afterwards he was always ashamed of himself, but that changed
nothing.

He saw the head huntsman approach Jacqueline deferentially to say
something to her., and he watched her make a sign to her children who
were sitting not far from the choir.

Marie-Ange and Jean-Noel came forward, holding each other by
the hand to give themselves confidence, concentrating on following the
instructions they had been given. Marie-Ange was slightly taller than
her brother. Jean-Noel was very proud of wearing riding-breeches.

The two children genuflected as they passed in front of the altar, and
went to the men's pew.

"Daddy, may I have your cap to take the offertory?" said Marie-
Ange to Gabriel, while Jean-Noel made the same request to Comman-
dant Gilon.

"Take it, take it," replied Gabriel with no kindliness in his expres-
sion.

The two children hesitated a moment over which side each should
take, then with a piece of natural cunning Jean-Noel went to the side
of the ladies while Marie-Ange took that of the men.

They moved slowly along the rows, collecting the notes and taking
care to keep abreast. Their beauty, their youth, even their shyness
were so moving in this assembly in which age and ugliness were so
preponderant, that all eyes, all thoughts were turned on them, while
the mechanical praying of the devout was arrested on their lips, and
the indifferent ceased to relieve their boredom by counting the antlers
on the stags' heads; and the silence in the church, broken only by the
creaking of a chair, a cough, and the sing-song murmuring of the priest, *
became charged with a greater intensity.

While this was going on, Gabriel could not help wondering where
Jean-Noel and Marie-Ange had been conceived, on the bed in the
Avenue de Messine, or here at Mauglaives?

A choirboy rang the bell for the elevation. Then the two rows of
donors fell on their knees in the corners of the windows, the men
with a great clatter of boots, whips and hunting-knives, the women
with their foreheads uniformly in their hands.

The horn-players in red, in front of the harmonium, passed their
twelve horns over their heads, and put their twelve mouthpieces to their
lips. And the church rang to the rafters. The notes ringing out from
those scarlet breasts and projected from the brass coils floated on the
air like fiery bubbles, rose among the candles and the arms of the
statues, clung to the garlands and the stags' heads, only to return and
burst against the ears of the congregation.

The horn-players' cheeks were as scarlet and swollen as those of
angels of judgment.

"Go on, pray for him/' Gabriel thought.  "Ask God to forgive faiia
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